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the same staio; but it is with the souls of these things, with their
under-essences that the consciousnesses of men have dealings!"
He came to a heap of clumsily thatched turnips, by a wayside
barn, that the owner had covered up for winter feed for his
cattle, and upon this heap he sat down, pressing the tails of his
black coat under his thin flanks against the damp of this dark
mound. And sitting there alone under that turbulent sky it came
over him that the lives of men upon earth were all subject to
the captivity of Gwair in Caer Sidi, lured by the emissary of
Pwyll and Pryderi; in other words that they were all held in
bond by something alien, by something external to their true,
free essence. But he got the feeling that his own deeper nature
could take hold of his body, yes! and take hold of all this bodily
world around him, and drive them both, as this wind was driving
these clouds, upon strange, occult purposes of its own.
Mr. Evans rested upon this thought for a second, holding him-
self aloof with an austere effort and grasping fate itself, as a
man grasps the handle of a plough. But even while he was ex-
periencing this masterful sensation there slid into his erotic nerve
the quivering forked tongue of his unpardonable sin.
Something about what he had seen that afternoon in the sheep-
fold had broken a barrier in the fortress of his sensual concen-
tration; and through this hole there now slid, or threatened to
slide, the electric-tingling body of the undying worm.
"I must make use," he said to himself, "of what Geard is doing
with that Grail Spring. The Pageant didn't kill it ... but per-
haps this water . . . these crowds . . . this white magic of old
Geard . . . may kill it!"
So he spoke; but as if in mockery of "old Geard," and all he
could do, there moved, there stirred, there awoke, in the remote
circles of Being beyond this wild sky, the appalling perilous
stuff in the double-natured First Cause. In its primordial Evil,
as with its wavering searchlight it fathomed the numberless
worlds of its living victims, the First Cause struck straight down
now at the responsive nerve of Mr. Evans' vice, and as it stirred
that poison it gave itself up to an orgasm of egocentric contem-
plation. As for Mr. Evans, he saw himself returning to> his house
with this madness and with this horror upon him; he saw him-